Ill

HARMONY

IT was December, 1868. The General Election had pro-
duced a handsome Liberal majority and destroyed Disraeli's
chances of retaining office ; and a new Prime Minister was
needed. Without the slightest hesitation the Queen sent
for Mr. Gladstone. First, a telegram arrived at Hawarden
announcing that General Grey was on his way with a royal
letter. It was brought out to Gladstone, who was in his
shirt-sleeves cutting down a tree under the respectful gaze of
Evelyn Ashley. (It had been no part of the latter's duties
as Private Secretary to Lord Palmerston to hold his leader's
coat and watch him cut down trees.) Gladstone read the
telegram and handed it to Ashley, remarking curtly, " Very
significant." Then the axe resumed its play, until he
stopped, leant on the handle, and said in his deep voice,
" My mission is to pacify Ireland." Grey arrived that
afternoon ; Mrs. Gladstone met him at the station, drove
him back to Hawarden, and took him into a room where
Mr. Gladstone was working in the firelight by a pair of
candles. The royal letter was delivered, and they discussed
the Queen's views as to his future colleagues. He knew
something of her feelings already. There was Granville's
warning earlier in the year ; and Dean Wellesley had been
asked to let him know her sentiments about the Foreign
Office. His cautions had been quite distinct:

" I imagine the crisis to be near at hand. ... I write . . .
simply in order to assist you, as far as I can, with my experience
here & my observation of what goes on.

" ist. I know that the Queen has a great regard for you, and
believes you to be attached to her & anxious to consult her